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understand the meaning of the familiar term " Dutch
courage/' so that I watched from afar the fight to
the end without a return of funk.

The Turks were entrenched within a double line
of stone wall, concentric, and the insurgents were
fighting upwards, and when we came on the scene
the fighting was still at the lower wall. Presently
there was a more rapid firing, then a moment's lull,
and then the firing broke out again from the upper
breastwork. The insurgents had charged and car-
ried the lower line and reversed it, and the poor
Turks surviving were driven into the inner circle of
about a hundred feet in diameter, out of which not
one could hope to come alive. The rest of the gar-
rison of Trebinje were so cowed by the result of the
fighting the day before that they dared not come
out to the relief of their comrades.

And so the night fell on us, and the bands re-
turned to their camp, leaving a cordon to pen in the
few remaining Turks. We had many wounded, and
a few killed, amongst whom was Maxime Bacevich,
voivode of Baniani, and a cousin of the Prince of
Montenegro, one of the bravest of the brave, whose
death was moaned over by all as we gathered together
that night in the large hut that served as headquar-
ters. It was a stone cabin of one room, at one end
the stall for the cattle, and in the centre a fireplace,
the smoke from which went out by a hole in the
roof. Three sides of the room were surrounded by
a stone platform, wide enough for the tallest man to
lie with his feet to the fire; but there was no furni-